76    THE CYCLE OF SPRING
(They sing.}
We move and move without rest.
World, the Rover, loves his comrades
of the road.
His call comes across the sky,
The seasons lead the way, strewing
the path with flowers.
Watchman
No ordinary being ever breaks out
singing, like this, in the middle of
talking.
Chandra
Again we are found out. We are
no ordinary beings.
Watchman
Have you got no work to do ?
Chandra
No, we are on a holiday.